6            THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
Gregor silently followed him out. Mitka Korshunov came
running after them, but Piotra coldly said :
" Clear off, Mitka f I want to have a talk to my brother."
Gregor glanced sidelong at Piotra, and saw at once that
he had something on his mind.    He tried to  turn  the
conversation into lighter channels :
" Isn't it strange ! We've only ridden a hundred miles
from home, and the people are quite different. They don't
talk like us, and their buildings are not the same as ours.
Look, there's a gate with a roof over it just like a shrine
has. We don't have that. And look ' " He pointed to a
hut. " The ledge of that hut has got a covering to it also.
So that the wood won't rot, I suppose ? "
" Dry up ! " Piotra scowled. " We're not out here to
talk about that sort of thing."
" Well, what do you want to talk about ? " Gregor asked,
frowning impatiently.
" About everything." Piotra smiled guiltily and painfully,
and bit the ends of his whiskers. " The times are such,
Grishka, that we mayn't see each other again. * , /'
The half conscious hostility which Gregor had felt for his
brother suddenly disappeared, swept away by Piotra's words
h and his miserable smile. The unhappy smile frozen on his
lips, Piotra stared at his brother. With a movement of his
mouth he suppressed the smile ; his face hardened, and he
said:
" Look how they've divided the people, the scum I Like
a field with a plough, one on one side and another on the
other. It's a devilish life and a terrible time. You, for
instance, you're my blood brother, but I don't understand
you; God's truth I I feel that you're going more and more
away from me. That is true, isn't it ? You know it is. I'm
afraid you'll be going over to the Reds. You haven't found
yourself yet, Grishka/'
" And have you ? " Gregor asked, staring as the sun set
behind a chalky hill; all the western sky burned with the
afterglow.
" Yes, I have. I've found my furrow. You won't turn
me^out oHt, I shan't stumble like you, Gregor/'
^ Ho ! " Gregor's lips curled in a smile.
'' No, I won't! " Piotra angrily twirled his moustaches
and blinked as though blinded. " You won't drag me into